_ . Facit Recantatio werſum. 


=. .* | knew the 
Til} t9 a £ruon ſhe'd deceived me:: 
Curſt be the wretch, and ſure he's-curſt 


Thiat taught the Trade of Rhyming firſt: 
"Tis a'damn'd Trade, ahd. who'p rfues I 


T'll paſs my word at laſt he rue's it, . 
Homer and Virgil were but Tools ——— 

Fit only. for the uſe of ' Fools. 

And Horrace too with all his Art, ' 

To Men of ſenſe not worth a Fart :'* 
Even Canſabon for Satyr famous, | 
Was. but a gingling: Ipnorarhus; +. 
And all the reſt to:Bez. and /o forrh,... 
A Crew of uſeleſs. things of no. worth :. ... . . 
But now I have no time co rail, . -. 
The Hog hath got another Tail. 

My Wits are rather | on the Wrack, 

To fave my own Poetick Back; 

Yet by the way, *tis very hard 

Poets of all Men ſhould be barr'd, 


From labouring in their proper Stations - 


Why, Where's the Juſtice of the Nation ? 
Believe me, Sirs, as Im a Sinner, + >... 
T writ this Satyr for a Dinner. . | 

And ftampt it with the Parſons Name,  +::* 
Not as I meant them any ſhame. ©.” - - 
But fince I muſt-the Matter tell, 

I thought *rwould make the Paper ſell. 
By all that's good, all: that true 1s, 

I ever lov'd and honour'd Lewts: . 

He's Great and Wiſe, more could I ſay, 
But fear again to diſ-obey. | 
And for his Prieſts, I here protelt, 
I value them as all the reſt : 


Then I'm as mich undone as can be. 
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\ Nd has this Bitch my Muſe trapan'd me, 


Silt would never leave me, 


1 


— 


| If I loye' any Prieſts *tis they. 


©: , 
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The Mien are honeſt harmleſs Men: - 


I always wiſh'd them happy Gales; 


Laſtly, for naming the Non-Furor;, © 


I know [ have ungrateiu. hen. | 
Twas raging hunger drew me in, * © - 
To abuſe thoſe very Friends that have - + * 
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Why, that was bur Poetick furor. * .*_ _ - 


. 
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And tho” I'curſt them all, What then? 2 Ht 


Next for King James and Prince of W, ales, © 


And for my ſawcy naming Molly, 
I own *twas Impudence and 'Folly--' 7 | 


There honeſt Men, mark. what Ifay, * © 


* 4 \ 


I now confe $*ris highly baſe, 


I'd ſtarve before I'd injure them. | © 
And own 'my {elf a Sjcophazir: © 
But Oh! I fear that will not do, 
A thouſand diſmal Thoughts purſue. 


TTIMaAltin pain, and letme tef-you;- - --- 


| My Back begins to curſe my Belly. 
Bm {jaſt! as T at Cart-arſs de ; 


With bang-map grinniong_by m ide By 
[Arid Mb of All dbtrs crowding A BY 2 
_ * F Adviſing Catch ty ſwinge me ſoundly : z 


And what torments me worſt of all, 
Methinks that ſomt.among them baw], 
'Tis he that for a Crown to ſpend, 
Reviles Crown'd Heads, betrays his Friend. 
All this *tis 
And yer *tis very hard to ſtarve. 

So that if things were rightly ſtated, 
Part of my Sentence might be bated. 
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What ſhall I ſay ? There recant, ; : A _ 


true I well deſerve, © 5-7,» 
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To iſift o'er Men in fuch a Caſe: © © 
And could the thing be done again,” © © 
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| was of Poppias-Atl; chiet, _. ,* ; 
'£'ill forc'd trom thence to ſeek relief; 
And to avoid ſome dangerous Rogues; 
Took ſhelter among 1'#cagogues; 
"['was then like the Sicy/zan King, © 
Uuder ſtrict Laws I Boys did bring: 
And tho' I was but a # *-Reop, 

I could command the c: :2it Boy. 
But here a lictle Tirne was {pent 
Before I left my Goverument. |, ; 
Pm charg'd with Male Adminiſtration, 
And ſo pulPd down from regal Station. 
To Town'-again diſgrac'd I came, 
| For now *tis vain to hide my Shame; 
Where ſince I ſharp'd, and ſpung'd and tick'd, 
Been always ſcorn'd, and ſometimes kick'd; 
And yet the worſt is ſtill behind, 

Oh! hear me out and you'll be kind. 

For three long Weeks my Muſe and I, 
Had been ſhut up in Garret high : 
The Cauſe I think I need not tell, 

Poets with Pox convertible. . 

While thus TI lay in deſperate ſtate, 
In:comes a Baud whoſe name was Kate; 
A Rampant Bitch where once I tabled, 
Who finding me of ſtrength diſabled ; 
Not Vows nor Promifes could ſave me, 
But off ſke bears the Cloaths ſhe gave me. 
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| And thus of Coat, even Shirt bereft, 


Poor naked Tom. in Bed was left. 

In this moſt ſharp and ſtrange diſtreſs, 
/was then I thought on Truſty Beſs; 

Who tho' I knew ſhe; w25 but poor, 

T="4ys raund a fafthful Whore. - | 

'To her. withour a long Petition, 

I briefely told my ſad -Condition. 

ButT forget to tell you how, 

With hor Ox-cheek, and heel of Cow: 

With'Trotters neat and Tripe like Jelly, 

She oft had filld my empty Belly. , 

And one thing more I had forgot, 

Hot Futmety and Rice-milk hor. 

She never let me want, for why? 

It was her Trade the ſame to Cry. 
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[In this diſtreſs without adviſe 
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| 4 publick mark of Infamy. -... 
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o be Sold by moſt Bookſellers. in 
Weſtminſter, MDCXCVH. 


1 thought {.poor fool) ſhe-pittyed me, _ 
And” ghy Ne to ſet _ 0D | 
With twenty pence which ſhe had got; __ 
And ſhillings tour for loan of por. $78 
To ſome convenient bulk {he hies, | 
And there a .Coat and Breeches buyes. '. ©. 
The want of Shirt too to ſupply —; - 
Sends me her Smock tho? hardly dry. 
And more to fit me out complear, _ 


For th'orher three pence buys a Cheat. . 


+ | When thus equipp'd abroad I veheure, 


Hopeing on projects new to enter; _ 
Bur all my hopes prove vain God wor: 
Beſs ſtill tauſt want her porridge-pot. 


My belly too grows lank, for {he 


.| Had no Rice-milk nor Furmety. 


All Friends I try'd not one was willing, 
To xcredit me with one poor ſhilling. 


I fell to'curfed Szryrifing. - 4 
Oh ! pitty me or I am loſt, * 
Far worſt than when in blanket toſt, 


1 And if chis time Pm ſpar'd from whipping, 


It &er again you catch me tripping» 
May all the pizzves that are befel, 

On Poet poor on this-lide Hell:  ,. 
Seize me at Once, and may [ be,. : Fl I» 
May all my Whores and Dunes o'ertaxe ine, 
And all my Friends everi-Beſs forfake me. ' 
And may the Pox with which I ftruggle ; + 
Joyn'd with the Gout afftit me double ys 
May I at Laft by Iriches Die, © 


| |Firit looſe my noſe and rhen,an Bye. = 


This juſt Memento on my Grave :. _ 
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| Here Lie's T. B. of Life and fame bereft 


| Here lie's I mean all thut the Pox:; hath heft.- "3 
There let bins lie, « Wretch too mean for ſcorning, 
To all ungrateful Scribleys a long Warning. : _.. 
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